Chapter 3 


“You alright man?” 


The car had been uncomfortably quiet for the last few minutes as Justin drove the 
car to the motel. He remembered the way to the mall from the motel, so he didn’t 
need the GPS; which really kind of worked against everyone in the vehicle at the 
moment. They could have dealt with that annoying robot voice if it meant the car 
wouldn't be filled with the sound of silence. It wasn’t for a long time that Yosuke 
spoke up, breaking the atmosphere to reach out to Justin. It was clear to him that 
Justin was in a lot of pain right now; from the silence to the pale skin to the frantic 
speed at which he drove the vehicle. Every second was precious; they had no time 
to waste in their search for the girl. 


“I've been better.” Justin brushed off the comment with slight anger. You could tell 
the guy didn’t really want to talk. But then, when they only had a few hours left to 
solve the mystery, find Chie, and get on the train home, they didn’t really have time 
for him to play the silent game. Justin sighed after a moment, taking his eyes off the 
road for a brief moment to turn his attention to Naoto. It was a wonder he didn’t 
crash. “Alright, what did this Kurosawa guy say about the sus.” Justin questioned 
casually. It was a wonder he was still Keeping a sane mind about all of this, even 
with his heart tangled up in knots right now. Naoto cleared her throat a bit, trying to 
regain her composure as the awkward silent atmosphere slowly deteriorated. 


“No name unfortunately, but | did manage to get a description.” Naoto remarked 
with slight pride in her detective skills. Even though she really didn’t do anything 
but ask a couple of questions. That’s not deducing jack shit, just gathering 
information. “From what I’ve been able to gather, the suspect is a young Caucasian 
male, late twenties, early thirties perhaps. Yet despite his age, his hair has already 
grayed over.” Naoto remarked describing the details she had been able to gather to 
the best of her ability. Alas, that was all she got as far as appearances go. Still; that 
certainly helped narrow out a lot of people. 


“So like Yu?” Justin questioned. His hair was more silver than grey, of course; but 
you got the point. The hair made him look like he was aging while still maintaining 
the body of a teenager. It worked in his favor in a lot of ways; for one it made him 
look a lot more mature. Justin kind of got a gut feeling Yu was the one who had 
ended up getting them the vodka for that very reason. Naoto nodded a bit. 


“Precisely. Now; even with a description like that, we can’t truly pinpoint the 
suspect.” Naoto remarked, perhaps taking it upon herself to be the bearer of bad 
news. Or perhaps she just wanted to make her findings seem more significant by 
saying how shitty it would be if she didn’t get this information. Who would have 
thought Naoto of all people would be a show-off. She could barely handle being a 


girl; so no doubt she wasn’t a fan of getting attention. Or was she? It was all so 
confusing. “However, Officer Kurosawa informed me that he tended to see the 
suspect in question in the same general area on a regular basis. | suggest we 
search there.” 


“Not like | was going to search somewhere else. Where is this place anyway?” 


“That’s the kicker. It’s but a few blocks away from the motel.” Naoto remarked, a 
smug grin on her face and chuckle on her voice. Who would have thought Naoto 
had a sense of humor? Perhaps she was realizing what a huge joke this was to the 
divines above. | mean, the suspect in question just HAPPENED to regular the area 
around where they slept? That’s just too coincidental for anyone to take this serious 
anymore. 


“Just point me there.” Justin remarked, pulling one hand off the steering wheel to 
point out the front window. Once again, probably not a good idea coming from the 
guy that didn’t have a driver’s license. If anything, it just scared the ever living shit 
out of Yosuke. Eventually he was just going to have to jump out the car window and 
go by foot, because any longer and he might just have a heart attack. Too bad 
Justin beat him to the punch. 


“Perhaps another time.” Naoto remarked, earning a glare from Justin. The fuck do 
you mean another time. We have a few hours before we have to leave, and if we 
don’t figure this all out by then WE ARE GOING TO FUCKING JAIL. Another time my 
ass. No seriously, I'll get raped in jail if we try to push this off. Of course, Justin had 
simply jumped the gun a bit; though could you really blame him with the way Naoto 
had worded that. “For the moment being, we need to regroup with the others. Once 
we've sorted all of that out, we can begin our investigation into the matter.” Naoto 
continued, putting Justin’s concerns at ease for the moment. He sighed, turning his 
glare away from Naoto and back to the road. He supposed she was right. His 
priorities were in places other than catching the culprit as well anyway. 


With that, the car grew silent again as Justin focused his attention back to the road. 
It was maybe ten minutes or so of driving before he finally found his way back to 
the motel; and let me tell you, no one was particularly looking forward to stepping 
out of the car as he parked the car along the curb. | mean, maybe not Naoto, but 
Yosuke and Justin had heard some of the shit that went down here. They weren’t 
looking forward to seeing if it got worse. Everyone held their breath before opening 
the car doors and stepping onto the concrete, making their way towards the lobby 
of the motel. That was another thing, they never did agree where they were going 
to meet up, but given that there was no sign of any of them in the motel, it was 
probably safe to assume they were meeting in one of the rooms. 


“They're probably up in one of the rooms. Yu shared rooms with me so I’ve got the 
key if we want to check there first.” Yosuke remarked, pulling his keycard out from 
his pocket. It was a wonder he hadn’t lost it during their drunken shenanigans. 


Whatever those shenanigans were. It was all still pretty hazy. Hopefully someone in 
the hotel room remembered what was going on. Justin nodded a bit at Yosuke, and 
they soon took off up the stairs in search of Yu’s room. It was on the first floor 
thankfully, so it wasn’t much of a walk before Yosuke was able to slide his key in the 
door. 


He was right about everyone being in there for the record. In fact, not only was 
everyone (minus Chie) there, so was the fucking dog. Apparently they hadn’t gotten 
rid of him or anything yet. | mean, not like they should just let him loose on the 
streets or something, but surely they should have brought him to a kennel or 
something so that his owners could find him. Instead, the dog just crouched there in 
an aggressive position, ready to pounce at any second, snarling and barking at 
Teddie. Teddie, of course, was standing on the bed, post trying to avoid getting 
bitten again. 


Aside from that however, Kanji was sitting on one of the chairs, wearing some of his 
winter clothes and sweating like a maniac. Seemed he hadn’t found whatever 
clothes he lost when he fell asleep in the dumpster. He had cuts along his chin 
where he had probably fallen asleep on something sharp, but other than that, he 
seemed fine. Rise and Yukiko were sitting by the window, heads in their hands, 
icepacks pressed against their skulls. Seemed they had a pretty nasty hangover. 
They all did after all. Yu turned around as he heard the door opening, running away 
from his position rubbing his forehead with annoyance at the scene unfolding before 
him to greet the returning members of the investigation crew. 


“Oh thank god you're here.” Yu sighed with relief, approaching the two. He seemed 
completely fine; but then, that was because he was wearing his pants. How did he 
discover that anyway? Did he wake up pantsless like Naoto did? “Please tell me one 
of you knows what’s going on here...” Yu begged with them for information. The 
three made their way inside, shaking their heads as they did, much to Yu’s 
disappointment. 


“Sorta.” Justin remarked, leaning against a wall, eyes hanging low and staring at the 
floorboards beneath him. He was having a hard time looking people in the eye 
today; especially after all the shit they had apparently done. “Best | recall, we all 
got drunk, played King’s game, and... well shit just went down from there. The 
details are fuzzy.” Justin sighed. “We do know the drinks were spiked though, and 
we believe we have a suspect.” 


“Is that really important right now?” Yukiko questioned from across the room, 
flinching in pain a bit as her hangover intensified from the sound of her voice. She 
sounded really out of it; more so than the others anyway. She was probably 
worrying about Chie just as much as Justin was. Well... Maybe a little less; last Justin 
checked, her heart didn’t stop beating at any point with concern. Not that he really 
knew that’s what happened. All he remembered was his chest hurting like a bitch, 


his muscles loosening, his breathing becoming harder to accomplish. Justin nodded 
his head a bit. 


“Yeah... Yeah it is. We uh... accidentally committed grand theft auto...” Justin 
grimaced a bit. By this point, everyone had been used to this crazy shit happening, 
just throwing their arms in the air as though to say ‘oh fan-fucking-tastic, more shit 
to fuck everything up.’ Rise sighed and shook her head as her arms dropped back 
down to her side, clearly disappointed in the outcome of last night... And also 
revealing the lack of hair on the back of her skull. Seemed someone had shaved it 
at some point, various patches of hair simply gone, revealing the skin underneath. 
“If we don’t get the guy, we’re looking at some hard time. And besides; he might 
know something about where Chie is, right?” Justin tried to reason with everyone. 
Though they were much too busy holding their heads in pain as the dog started to 
bark again. 


“God, will someone shut that fucking thing up!” Kanji finally shouted with great 
anger and irritation, eyes wide with fury as the barking echoed through his ears. He 
wasn’t sure which was worse, the dog being loud as fuck, or Teddie screaming and 
jumping around with fear everytime the dog snarled at him. Which was always. 
Goddamn, it was just a bite, chill the fuck out. Justin groaned, rubbing his own head 
with pain as his eyes fell on the dog in front of him. It was a white shiba-inu, and for 
some reason, it was wearing someone’s T-shirt. Seemed someone had left their 
clothes lying around (most likely Kanji) and the dog had taken that opportunity to 
Slip into it. Props to the dog for figuring out how sleeves worked. Justin sighed 
before making his way over to the dog and leaning over. 


“Hey there big guy.” Justin remarked, crouching on his knee before extending his 
hand to pet the dog, hoping to calm him down. Instead, the dog just turned around 
and bit him. Justin quickly ripped his hand out of the dog’s grip, ripping away skin 
and flesh in the process. His hand was bleeding pretty bad by the time he got it out, 
and the dog’s aggression seemed to shift towards Justin. “Son of a bitch! Where the 
fuck did you get this dog!?” Justin questioned shaking his hand as he tried to numb 
the pain. He was also cautiously trying to extend the gap between him and the dog, 
who was slowly trying to narrow said gap. Clearly the dog saw Justin as some sort of 
threat. 


“We have no idea...” Kanji moaned, shaking his head as he grasped his temples 
with his hands. This was all just so horrible. He didn’t even remember drinking that 
much. He could have sworn he stopped after Justin pointed out that the drinks were 
alcoholic. Perhaps he had a change of heart somewhere along the line. Whatever 
the reason, Kanji had done some pretty stupid shit while he was not in control of his 
actions. Same could be said of everyone else. Where did Yu even find someone 
willing to tattoo his dick? And shouldn’t that hurt? 


“We need to get this thing out of here!” Yu barked, more than annoyed with how 
vicious the dog seemed to be towards... well... everyone. Though to be fair, he only 
seemed to be pissed at Justin and Teddie. The dog didn’t really stare the others 
down the way he was those two, and they had no problem getting around the dog 
without him trying to bite them. Justin and Teddie could not say the same. Naoto 
stared at the dog for a moment, rubbing her chin. 


“...Not just yet.” Naoto remarked after a moment, apparently oblivious to the fact 
that the dog had just leapt at Justin a second time. In fact, there was a little bit of a 
scuffle with Justin jumping up on furniture, trying to dodge the dog trying to maul 
him. Thankfully it seemed the dog wasn’t very good at jumping, or if he was, he was 
in no mood to jump, simply stopping as Justin balanced precariously on a chair. It 
was a lot harder than it sounded. “Perhaps this canine could prove useful.” 


“Are we already stooping to the suicide pact?” Rise questioned, only slightly 
sarcastic. By this point, she would almost gladly accept a suicide pact to save 
herself from the embarrassment. Regardless, it was clear using this dog for any 
purpose other than getting themselves killed would be without fruition. What the 
hell kind of drug was Naoto on right now that she thought this dog could be useful. 
Well, besides whatever liquor was still in her system. 


“Canines have a natural affinity for tracking down objects based on scent. The 
police use them for helping them locate drugs, objects... or missing persons.” Naoto 
explained. Everyone’s eyes widened a bit. Of course; they could get the dog to help 
them find Chie by tracking her scent, right? Why hadn’t they thought of it sooner? 
Of course, that plan was all well and good, but there was pretty obvious flaw in how 
they would go about executing it. “Of course... We’ll need to subdue it somehow 
first. He’ll be of no use to us in his current mindset.” Naoto remarked, pondering the 
matter. 


“How the hell are we supposed to calm this thing down!?” Yosuke shouted. He 
hadn’t been here as long as the others, so perhaps he didn’t really see enough to 
say definitively that it was impossible, but he had witnessed enough to see it was 
going to be very difficult at the very least. Justin rubbed at the stubble around his 
chin as he stared at the dog below him, pondering the matter. His hand was still 
bleeding, and he got the feeling the smell of blood was only inciting the dog more. 
This wasn’t the best idea they had ever had. The dog would probably try to murder 
them all midway through their search. Justin still had his gun for the record; and he 
wasn’t afraid to put the thing down if need be. It would be self-defense after all, 
nothing illegal about that. Except for the part where they stole it in the first place of 
course. Justin continued to stare at the beast staring him down when a sudden bolt 
of inspiration hit him. He quickly turned his attention over to Yu, who had been 
sitting on the bed now that the dog had stopped trying to pounce on it. 


“Yu, throw me your cell-phone.” Justin shouted. Yu just passed him a funny look, like 
he was crazy to think he was going to toss it over with that thing watching Justin. If 
he dropped it, or the dog took it as an invitation to play fetch, that was it. It was 
over. “Just fucking do it.” Yu sighed before tossing his phone over. The dog did try 
to jump up and catch it, but luckily Justin got it first... Along with another bite to the 
arm in the process. The blood was leaking out at a slightly concerning rate at this 
point, but Justin didn’t care. Yeah, he felt a little light-headed, but he’d make it. He 
quickly flipped the phone open before punching in a few numbers and pressing the 
plastic piece of technology to his ear. The atmosphere was tense as they waited for 
the other end of the line to pick up. 


“Hello?” 


“Oh thank god; she picked up.” Justin informed the others, holding his palm to the 
bottom of the phone so she couldn’t hear. He didn’t need to panic her just yet. 
Everyone nodded with relief, though they still didn’t know who Justin was calling, 
though it probably should have been obvious to them immediately. Justin sighed 
before pressing the phone back to his ear. “Maya; how fast can you get on a train 
down here?” 


“Train? What- Justin, I’m on shift. | don’t have time for this.” Maya remarked with 
annoyance. She wanted to come with them sure, but this was the last day of the 
trip. She wasn’t going to get on a train ride just to show up for an hour then get 
back on the train home. It wasn’t worth it just to feel less alone. Besides, she was 
dealing with enough shit over there without leaving during her shift. 


“Maya; we’re in REAL deep shit.” Justin tried to stop her from hanging up. She just 
sighed a bit into the cell-phone, waiting to see what this was about. She doubted it 
was anything she needed to come down there to help with. “We went to a club last 
night and ordered some sodas, but someone spiked the drinks and we all got real 
drunk, and, and... We lost Chie. We fucking lost her Maya.” Justin’s words became 
more and more frantic as he went on. In retrospect, he probably shouldn’t have 
been the one to be recapping this to Maya. His mentality just wasn’t in the right 
place for that shit. Still, it probably helped convince Maya in the long run. 


“Whoa, whoa, calm down Justin.” She frantically spoke into the line trying to calm 
Justin down. It was quiet for a moment as they both regained their composure. %... 
Ask Yosuke if he can cover my bases if | leave early.” Maya requested, hoping to 
avoid getting in trouble for this. Justin turned his attention over to Yosuke, knowing 
very well he could hear the conversation. They all could, Yu’s phone was loud as 
fuck for some inexplicable reason. It was like the guy was deaf in one ear. 


“I’ve got her covered.” 


“He say’s your good.” Justin repeated for Maya’s sake, since she obviously couldn’t 
hear from that far away. “Please... We kind of stole a dog when we were drunk, and 


we think we can get him to track her scent; but the thing tries to rip one of our arms 
off anytime we get near it. You’re good with animals; you can help right?” Justin laid 
out his plans for her. It was quiet for a moment as the fact that everyone had stolen 
a dog really sunk into Maya’s mind. What kind of fucking stupid things had they 
gotten involved in? 


“...guess? | think you’re giving me too much credit.” Maya remarked modestly. 
Sure, she liked animals, and generally animals tended to like her, but it wasn’t like 
she was some sort of animal messiah that could bend the will of dogs at a flick of 
her finger. But then, she supposed that she was the only expert they had in the 
field, so to speak. She sighed in to the phone. “/’// try; | can’t really gurantee 
anything though.” 


“That’s all I’m asking.” 


“Alright, alright. I’m leaving now. With any luck | can catch the next train before it 
departs... Hang in there, Justin.” Maya remarked with pity and sympathy. She could 
only imagine what he was going through right now. The tone in his voice only 
suggested he had been afraid. Afraid of what, Maya didn’t understand. But then, 
she hadn’t seen what the group had been up to in their drunken misadventures. If 
she did, she’d change her tone right away. She sighed before clicking the phone 
shut, followed by Justin doing the same, tossing the phone over to Yu. 


“She’s on her way now.” Justin sighed with slight relief. Hopefully the dog fell for 
Maya’s charms just like any other animal, and didn’t just bite her the way he had 
him. Everyone nodded a bit, understanding that they may have found a solution to 
their problem, trying to calm their nerves as they convinced themselves their 
problems were over now. 


“If she’s on her way, there’s no real use in us simply standing here and waiting.” 
Naoto interrupted the self-assuring atmosphere, with an officious tone and plan. “1 
propose we split up. Justin, Yosuke, and | shall continue our pursuit of the subject. 
One of you should go pick Miss Jefferies up and bring her here. And Teddie should 
continue to distract the dog for the moment being.” Naoto ordered. Teddie just 
jumped back in horror, most certainly objecting to the idea. He never agreed to be a 
distraction, why would he. 


“Wha-!? Don’t leave me with him!” Teddie begged and shouted. Naoto just waved 
him off, not really giving the slightest damn. Sacrifices needed to be made to insure 
that dog stayed in place. A chew toy should more than occupy the pouch. 


“What's that? Sorry, couldn’t hear you. In a rush.” Naoto frantically ignored Teddie 
before rushing out the door with Justin and Yosuke, closing the door behind her to 
drown out the sound of Teddie’s screaming. And also to keep the dog in, but she 
doubted that would be a problem. The three pressed up against the door ina 
barricade, just in case Teddie tried to break out. And what do you know he did; 


pounding away at the door trying to break out before getting chased back off by the 
dog, probably bitten too. As the door finally stopped shaking with the sensation of 
Teddie trying to break out, the three couldn’t help but sigh with relief. Hell, Justin 
actually started to laugh. Who would have thought that Naoto would lock an 
innocent in a room with a rabid dog just to have a distraction. He still didn’t like her, 
but at least he could honestly say she didn’t have a stick so far up her ass that her 
view of morality were wooden and stiff. Plus, it was always good fun watching 
Teddie get his just deserts; even if he technically hadn’t done anything yet. He’d do 
something eventually. 


“You know Naoto, you’re a bastard after my own heart.” Justin admitted as the 
three pushed themselves away from the door. He didn’t want Naoto to get the idea 
that he liked her or anything like that, but goddamn, it was moments like this that 
made him forget she had accused him of being a murderer. Naoto passed him a 
disapproving, slightly embarrassed glance. 


“| believe that’s half the problem.” 
“| still think you’re a bitch though.” 


“That would be the other half.” 


